24                ONE THOUSAND  FAMOUS THINGS
John Evelyn Goes Mourning to the Grave
DIED my dear son Richard, to OUT inexpressible grief and affliction,
five years and three days old, but at that tender age a prodigy
for wit and understanding, for beauty of body a very angel, for
endowment of mind of incredible and rare hopes. He declaimed
against the vanities of the world before he had seen any. He was all
life, all prettiness, far from morose, sullen, or childish in anything
he said or did.
The day before he died he called to me, and in a more serious
manner than usual told me that for all I loved him so dearly I
should give my house, land, and all my fine tilings to his brother
Jack, he should have none of them. So early knowledge, so much
piety and perfection. But thus God, having dressed up a saint fit
for himself, would not longer permit him with us, unworthy of the
future fruits of this incomparable hopeful blossom. Such a child I
never saw ; for such a child I bless God, in whose bosom he is. May
I and mine become as this little child, who now follows the child
Jesus, that Lamb of God, in a white robe whithersoever he goes.
Here ends the joy of my life, for which I go even mourning to the
grave.                          John Evelyn on the death of his little son
The Little Soy Lost
DEAR SIB, I am in some little disorder by reason of the death of a
little childe of mine, a boy that lately made me very glad, but
now he rejoyces in his little orbe9 while we think and sigh and long
to be as safe as he is.                     Jeremy Taylor to John Evelyn
Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep
TJ OCKED in the cradle of the deep,
Jtv I lay me down in peace to sleep ;
Secure I rest upon the wave,
For Thou, O Lord, hast power to save.
I know Thou wilt not slight my call,
For Thou dost mark the sparrow's fall;
And calm and peaceful is my sleep,
Rocked in the cradle of the deep.
And such the trust that still were mine,
Though stormy winds swept o'er the brine,
Or though the tempest's fiery breath
Roused me from sleep to wreck and death,
In ocean's caves still safe with Thee*
The germ of immortality;
And calm and peaceful is my sleep,
Rocked in the cradle of the deep*
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